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Devony Hof 


Amphibians in Summer 


The sun itching under my feet, 

on the road home, | come across 

a little toad covered in dust. 
Squatting in dry chamomile 

leaves and husks, only its eyes must 
stay wet in the late summer heat. 


Glimmering under the dry lid 

of my palm, a newt slithers out 

like a rotten wish. 

| watch him circle in my face amid 

old reflections that sift to the bottom, 
in the soft, brown sediment. 


| dream in ancient waters, thick 
with eggs like eyeballs, flies like 
sweet cherries and melodies 

that flake off my skin when | wake. 
A single drop slides down my throat, 
and | croak with gratitude. 


You watch days shrivel up like 

petals, when you’re a toad. 

When you're an orange-bellied 

newt. When you're a woman squatting 
ona hot road, waiting 

for the next shadow to fall. 


Heron 


My mom turned into a heron 

one limping night, when the wind was stinging 
nettles against our windows. | saw her 

great wings, the magnificent blue-slashed feathers 
like many evening skies, side by side, 

her beak long and pointed as the wooden tongs 
she used to snap up peas and beans for our plates, 
golden with age. 


She took flight when we were already tucked into bed, 
listening to drunkards sing, glass shatter over crickets, 
but | saw her go. Her neck craned forward, 

and | knew it was her because of how she once hunched 
over the stove, steam leaving her cheeks wet with mist. 


| track migration on advanced apps now, imagining 

her weathering the storms, wings tilting against the wind, 
the many feathers like evening skies, 

overlapping into days. 


Richard Collins 


From Stone Nest to the Sunflowers 


After heavy rain, the trail is soft and dark. 
Fresh tracks of mythical wildlife we never 
manage to see. A muddy ford. A fallen tree. 
My bad attitude, your trick knee. Those don’t 
stop us. We hike the path we’ve beaten 

from Stone Nest to the Sunflowers. 


No chanterelle but other fans unfold: 
red-capped, spotted, and golden-gilled, 

some nourishing, some lethal, a colorful few 
offering visions. We pass them all by 

unsure of the differences between 

these spontaneous beauties and poison beasts. 


Trilliums droop near summer’s end 

like faded beach umbrellas. Ivies extend 
their poison fingers everywhere 

from the foot of trees to their canopies. 


Insects greet and greedily feed on us, 
mosquitoes, invisible spiders, chiggers, 
and deer flies with razor lips. 

We are the forest’s food-trucks. 


Having hiked from Stone Nest to the Sunflowers, 
we kiss, make up without shame or blame, 

turn back, and retrace our steps, 

from the Sunflowers to Stone Nest. 

The trail gets harder every day, and darker, 

but this is how trails are traced to last. 


Diplomats Live By Their Watches 


—Bucharest 


Who are we to say they’re pretentious 

with their duties that have, it may be argued, 

a certain importance. Who are we 

to exalt our impolitic forays 

into their world. You with your sad berets 

and me with my cocktail repartee 

that’s always contentious. Could be our values 
are skewed. Could be we’ve been away too long 
from friends and familiar things we once valued, 
things feeling might have kept in focus. 


Remember the crocus we coaxed to flower, 
watching it by the hour as it bloomed 

phallic and erect like a shark’s fin or 

a sundial casting shadows in our garden? 

That was a slow and fasting time. 

The squares on our calendar were bare. 

| measured the seasons by the length of your hair. 
We had our reasons for stopping the pendulum. 
We knew our time would come. 


We came to live in a capital city 

and sometimes we get so drunk on what we feel 

we forget to pity those less fortunate than we, 

the beggars, and diplomats who live by their watches. 
Men and women in wool suits and linen, 

their wrists strapped to a wheel—how they 

double up their fists like spoiled children! 


How they glance at the hands that whirl as though 
the face was a pool or a jewel that might 

at last reveal them, hands that scratch their faces 
like impatient lovers when love is given 

over. But are we with our artifices 

so select? We’re lucky. We play. They obey. 

And street beggars wash windshields 

of the diplomats who live by their watches. 

Our fate, on the other hand, leaves us free. 

The hand that moves with such unstudied graces 
from your lap to my knee. 


Penn Kemp 


A Widow’s Season 


Follow the blues from 
the minor sequence of 
a garden’s progress to 
resolution yet unknown. 


Colour wheels cycle orange 
and complementary blue 
in the garden, vivid 

as the legacy you left. 


Cardinal and blue jay on 
a black redbud bough. In 
the greenhouse you built, 
calendula and violet. 


Your favourites linger 

without you here to steal them. 
Strawberries and blueberries 
animate the white fridge shelf. 


Lightning and hail 
the size of dollars lit 
up the sky at the blue 


full moon but no frogs 
are raining and violets 
have not forsaken me. 


left bereft with only one 
song and for solace, the 
sweet return of Spring 


Myrtle purples and sky- 
brushed forget-me-nots 
pop resolutely through 


damp earth. Grief is love 
unexpressed, undeterred, 
awaiting the next round, 


the sound of a sax, 
a chorus of frogs, 
Blues in the night. 


Weather Metonymy 


| chew on sun these days, 
days’ eye so dim it’s not 
seen all season except in 


mango, in tangerine— 
literalized as chunks from away, 
pathetic fallacy in action. 


Ice crystals drift in the air 
unclear whether to go white or 
maintain last month’s long grey. 


Like plants, | eat the light. My 
mouth opens, closes and 
opens again for more. 


John B. Lee 


The Solar Eclipse on the Anniversary of My Sister’s Birth 


as the moon crosses the sun 

| will be thinking of you, my sister 

far away in the midday darkness that falls 
on the face of the deep 

as the songbirds drop into silence 

or chirm as they do in a storm 

ancient priests and primitive mystics 

who seek meaningful signs in the stars 
fixed between the fish and the bull you were born 
in a briefly borrowed bed in the city 

under the ken of the ram in the sky 

a shepherd’s daughter at century’s centre 
with the sun black as a fire-scorched stone 
and the moon like the mother of light 
giving birth to the fiction of night 

in the lovely illusion of home 


Carlene M. Gadapee 


Rite of Spring 


The Peepers’ Convention is in session tonight, 
Me, me, me, me, what about me 
yelling about spring, about mud, about warm 
rain, about fertility. They take a break, and | wonder 


if it’s to ponder, or just to go to the pond. Likely, 
Me, me, me, it’s me, choose me, yes me 

they are finding mates. That is the purpose, after 

all, of the strident cries, one peeper chirping louder 


than another, all in a cacophonous chorus 
See me see me yes me yes me me me 

of burgeoning amphibian lust. Perhaps they’ve solved 
But me but me yes me see me choose me 


the riddle of the rites of spring, living things urging us on 
to holler out our joyful needs in a brash, nightly song. 
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Three Questions 


—After Monty Python 


What is my name? 

| am hidden behind my husband’s name, 

one that replaced the one from my father. 

| have no brothers. My father had no brothers. 
The name died with him. 


What is my quest? 

My quest is contentment, to work with words, 
to lift someone up. | cook a good family meal. 
| fail something every day. 


What is the air speed velocity of an unladen swallow? 
Who asks the swallow if she is truly unburdened? 
Things that make my heart heavy don’t bend 

my wing, but may break my spirit. 

Air speed velocity is irrelevant. 


Gordon Meade 12 


The Disquieting Muse (F.N./T.H.) 


What remained of his essence was 

found somewhere between good and evil; 
in an empty square in Turin where he had 
witnessed a horse being beaten to death. 


And thus spake Zarathustra no more. 

His essence was spread across the moors 
of Yorkshire and Devon; behind the bars of 
a jaguar's cage in London zoo; in the beak 


and flight feathers of a crow; in the clay 
of Moortown; and in the letters he had 
forced himself to write to his disquieting 
muse. Their ousiomes were injected into 


a social media influencer from Canada. 
As her daughter grew, she became less 
and less interested in her mother's work, 
eventually turning her back on tech 


altogether. She was last seen walking 
the streets of San Francisco, handing out 
leaflets about vivisection to almost any- 
one who would take one from her. 


Notes: 
F.N./T.H. = Friedrich Nietzsche and Ted Hughes 


ousiomes = from Ousia (Greek), meaning substance, nature, being, quintessence 
The Resurrectionists discovered that they could extract the essence of a human not 
only from their DNA but also from their past lives and what had been most 
important to them when they had been alive. 


Andreas Gripp 13 


Twenty Eighty-One 


Happy New Year to our Nepalese and Bengali communities! 
Nava Barsha 2081 and Happy Pohela Boishakh! 


—City of London post on X (formerly Twitter), April 15, 2024 


As it turns out, 

I’m not shackled 

to 2024. | can move through time 
and put the past 

behind me— 

by becoming Nepalese. 


| like the thought of 
2081, 

far removed 

from the plague 

of the early 2020s, 


the culture wars, 

the mass of humanity 
at one another’s 
throats, in every 
battlefield, comment 
section in sight. 


It’s a leap of almost 

sixty years, perhaps that 
long-awaited step on 
Martian soil, the moon base 
we were promised 

back in 1976, 


14 


and 9/11 but an octagon 
of decades 
in the dust. 


| won’t say there’s flying cars, 
every futurist and their robot 
getting it wrong, since the days 
of Elroy Jetson, 

of Blade Runner 

replicants, 


no jump in our evolution, 
elongated arms, 

heads about to burst 
from the enormity 

of our brains; 


our skins 

haven’t blended 
into grey, the apes 
have yet 

to revolt, 

and religion 

is still around 


but that’s to be expected— 


in Judaism, after all, 
it’s 5784, 

and it still 

believes in God, 


in some promised, Holy 
Land, that manna 

can fall from the clouds 
(if we only pray 

fervent enough), 


that the sting of 
Holocaust 


wasn’t so long ago, 


in fact still 

in their century, 
when every Jew 
was put in boxcars 
towards a “shower,” 
a pair of striped 
pajamas, 


and even the Fuhrer’s 
Volkswagen 


had yet to reach the sky. 


15 


Erotica 


The couple in the 
porno film 

are not in love. 
This is a given, 
and I’m puzzled 
by your needless 
piece of obvious, 


reminding me 

of that 2020 

day at the newsstand, 
my gaping at the 
centerfold, I’m 

only flipping through 
it for the stories, 


or maybe the un- 
timely interview, 
with the star of 
Gadabout, 


your assumption 
| was simply 
being carnal, 

the cutting 

snide of 

she’ll never 

love you anyway. 
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| think of 

never 

every time | 

peek at the 

small of your back, 

its butterfly 

tattoo, the shape 

of what’s beneath 

it and the flush of your 
cheeks in the sun, 


always 
looking away 
before you catch me. 


E.G.N. Lafleur 18 


Corpus Christi 


Highway, southern Ontario. 

The crown of the year. Lush forest, 
petroleum Eden. Long distance bus 

back to Toronto after a year away. 

An old Catholic priest's reception of orders. 
Twenty years out, gay married, but 
vocation persists like oil, 

finds you again when you are resigned 

to incompleteness. 


What familiarity, what labour 

earns you a place? 

What pigeons and lemon light, 
streetcars shining down Gerrard, 

bread lines in the pale June morning? 
And how long does it last, like a vaccine? 


Orabant sacerdotes 

We shall not all die 

but we shall all be changed. 

O-ra-bant, pointed to sing, 

every word gemlike. 

If | could write like William Byrd composed 
| would be healed. 

Orabant sacerdotes. 


Songs for the city, dirty and run down. 
Songs for the city, 

heaven if you have money and 

hell on earth if you don’t. 


The only place in the world, 
the only place to be 


only one of many, contiguous. 


What does it mean to belong 
once you leave? 
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Kathryn MacDonald 20 


Charlie Parker Plays Embraceable You 


And here you are, walking 

into my space, placing 

your hands upon 

my hips, your fingers tracing 

up my willing spine 

so gentle and hesitant you come 
to me, pacing like the music 

of forbidden lovers, 
undercurrent of urgency— 
Birdsong blown through 

a saxophone—and we descend 
stairs to sand, to shadows 

in moonlight, to warmth 

left behind by the sun, descend 
to the lake, to the caress of ripples 
rising up ankles, hips, 
submersion, space neither 

mine nor yours. 


We were like children then. 
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This is very dear to me. It has helped me to find my way. 
—Karen Blixen 


Small, brass, round, no more than half-an-inch 
deep, polished and slightly scratched, it lay 
on your dresser the first time, a leather case 
with an ornate brass closure beside it. 

You held the compass for the light to catch 
and your fingers caressed the patina 

like a lover touches the beloved. 

The lid sprung open to reveal letters 

ina circle around the fulcrum 

of the floating needle and you set this sphere 
on my palm. The needle swung free, 

pointing toward the wayfinding lodestar. 

A breeze rose, lifting the curtains and 

the scent of lilacs flooded the room. 


John Grey 


Happy Endings, Bah 


| despise happy endings. 

| feel cheated by a novel 

if hero and heroine unite 

in happy-ever-after-land. 

Misery is life's norm. 

Why should these 

protagonists of the written word 
get off so easily. 


He kills the villain with a lucky sword thrust. 
How unethical is that? 

She escapes through the front door 

of the burning house 

a mere moment before the ceiling collapses. 
That's unnatural. 


Just about everybody dies in Hamlet. 

Shakespeare didn't mess about. 

| like to think that there's a lost Act V Scene III 

in which both Horatio and Fortinbras contract the plague. 


Dickens is more problematical. 
David Copperfield and Pip 
survive their own life stories. 
But he sure did right by 

Little Nell and Sydney Carton. 


It's not that I've any desire 

to burst into copious tears 

when | close the covers on a novel. 
| know it's all fictional. 

The deaths are unreal. 
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But an unreal death 

has it over 

an even more unreal survival 

any time. 

As for happy-ever-after-land— 

it's still the last word in gated communities. 
But, then again, so was the Alamo. 


24 


This Good 


Hear that riff. 

Startling. 

It's past midnight. 

I'm listening to a quartet. 

It's like a train passing through 
with notes for rails. 


Guy in a striped suit, sharp hat, 
tilts his bass 

like it's suicidal, 

hanging off a sill. 

Saxophonist plays the only instrument 
I've ever seen 

that sweats. 

Guitar man plays rhythm 

in locomotive time. 
Drummer's beat hangs around 
for everything that happens 
until it's his turn 

and you can almost smell 

the pungent crash 

of stick on pigskin 

when he whip-cracks 

a wicked solo. 


On comes a singer, 
raw and beautifully plain and untouched 
like she's from before the age of makeup. 


A song like death row 
but the bluesy voice 
of a redeeming angel. 
No one ever had it bad 
this good. 
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A Poet Sees the Vet 


My coat is full of fleas, 

the veterinarian told me. 

| could feel the itch all over, 

couldn’t stop scratching. 

With tweezers, he plucked 

one from my skin, 

held it up to the light. 

Such a pathetic looking thing 

but isn’t everyone 

when they’re away from their numbers. 
| asked if, despite the discomfort, 

there was any upside 

to providing a home to the little beasties. 
He said, Fora dog, no. 

But you may never get 

a better offer. 


Travails of the Other Guy 


Birds alight on his finger. 
They won't come to me. 
Women find him sympathetic. 
My soothing words, 

they stay clear of. 

He's clever. 

| can't replace a washer 

in a dripping tap. 

He can run the hundred meters 
in under eleven seconds 

and has won three triathlons. 
You know me. 

Sometimes, my own way 
defeats me. 

And yet, whoever he is, 

he's not married to you. 

lam. 


In different circumstances maybe ... 


But circumstances 
are always the same. 
| know that. 

He's not meant to. 
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The Female Adolescent: Her Side 


A drive? 
To the lake? 
What does that mean? 


Time alone? 
Just the two of us? 


Why not three 
or four 
or five? 


Romance? ??? 
Explanation please. 


Sex?? 

Yes, 

I’m female. 
So what? 


Actually, this Saturday, 
I’ve made plans 

to go to the mall 

with the girls. 


And, Sunday, 

my uncle Frank is flying 
in from the coast. 

| haven’t seen him 

in ages. 
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Of course, 

| know who you are. 
| just don’t know 
what you are. 


Or what | am 
for that matter. 


But if | ever find out, 
I'll let you know. 
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Dream Women 


There were women 

in my dream last night 
who, apparently, 
were not aware 

of my deep respect 
for their sex. 


They came at me 

with all kinds of weapons— 
blackjacks, baseball bats 
and knives ... 

especially knives. 


| was thumped about the head 
and stabbed a dozen times 
before | managed to escape 
into a deeper sleep. 


In the morning, 
| awoke with conceit wounded 
and complacency scarred. 


| typically 
don’t need a dream for that. 


Stefanie Ash 31 


Stood Up 


And what did you expect? 
That | would w 

a 

i 

t 
like a proverbial 
acorn by the path, 
kicked by a walker 
in the woods? 
Hope that | landed 
in soil that’s rich enough 
to nourish another seed 
so | could soar? 


What then? 


Carrie Lee Connel 


Who Writes of Athena Now? 


Who writes of Athena now? 

Who composes love songs to Aphrodite? 
Who entreats Persephone, 

on behalf of mother Demeter, 

to leave the dead underground 

and return to the living? 


What was the point of learning scansion, 

if no one writes lyrical ballads now? 

It’s as though the cadence of life has altered. 

Who struggles to capture a heartbeat heard on the wind? 


Where have the myths hidden themselves? 
Who can view a painting and know 
the inherent symbolism of 
a flower, 
a seashell, 
an insect, 
and not think of the Virgin Mary, 
but of an older, earthier goddess? 


Who sings a song for Gaia in her death-throes? 
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Leslie Brown 
Moon Flower 
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Never Alone 


35 


Leslie Brown 
She Looks 
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Carrie Lee Connel 
Mars Library 
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